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1650; a bad time to be suspected of crime..especially if that crime was affiliating oneself with witchcraft! 
That's what |, Eric Carravello, an IB year old boy was falsely accused of. 
But do you want to know why? 


Lets go back. Way back, and begin with my origin 


* eK 


| was a peasant, as they called the ones who weren't rich or important. 
They had killed my father when | was 8. 


He had been accused of witchcraft, and associating himself with the Devil, and no one liked him enough to deny 


the accusations. 

| was left with my mother. 

She tried to do everything she could for me, bless her heart. 

When | say | wasn't popular, | meant it literally. 

Everyone hated me. 

It might have been because | was so broken yet still smiled. 

| also loved pranking the richfolk, but whenever | got caught | always got into trouble. 
The punishment was usually a whipping in public,which wasn't ever fun. 

There was always a certain trio of snobby rich kids there, hurling rotting food at me. 
| don't know why these kids hated me in particular but they sure did. 


They always were asking their parents if they could hang around me, then they'd do something horrible and | 
got blamed. 


I'd tell mother it wasn't me, but she begged me to stay silent and accept punishment, as going against the 
word of the richfolk included much worse punishment than public flogging. 


Oh, the names | was called. 


Street rat, rat, scoundrel, jester, no good louse, mouse, bastard, little preen (preen as in preening because | had 


this freakin mane of wild black hair and | took really good care of it), twit, twat, even cunt, mind my language. 


| tried to get a job as a market boy, which thankfully worked. 


| tried to be the best peasant boy | could be, but the gods weren't on my side. 


Now, let's get a bit deeper into the story, shall we? 


* eK 


There they were. The trio. 

The slim, blond leader, Draco, the scrawny buck toothed Frederick, and then Hobart, who with his round face 
and body, squinty eyes and distressing red hair looked like he'd eaten too many pastries as well as been pelted 
in the head with pumpkins. 

‘If it isn't Preeny, our little peasant pal," Draco purred, and Frederick snickered nasally. 

| bit back a remark and smiled, "Guten morgen" 

This only produced more snickers. 

"You know German, eh? Pals with the drunkards, then?" 

To Draco, the German men in our town were "drunkards". 

| chose not to reply. 

Draco pushed me. "Answer me, peasant boy." 

| stopped setting the fruits on the stand and turned to look at him directly. 


"Nein" 


"You ARE! That language sounds as if they have a few screws loose. Oh, that's right! Your daddy was German, 
wasn't he? No wonder they hung him." 


| looked away, continuing with my work. 
"I heard he bleated like a goat when they hung him," Hobart croaked, wiping his slimy nose with a handkerchief. 


| heard he squealed like a pig," Frederick added, "oink oink! " 


Draco grinned. "Well, he WAS a barnyard. Perhaps his witchcraft turned him into a pig-goat!" 
They began to laugh, letting out an occasional bleat or squee or oink 

Draco grabbed my shirt and yanked me around 

"And you're just like him. | bet he sucks Satan's cock, doesn't he? The devils personal piggy! * 


| couldn't take it anymore. 


| blinked back the tears and struck Draco in the face. 
| shoved him hard, and he stumbled, landing in a muddy puddle. 
His sidekicks gasped, and then helped him up. 


"You'll pay for this, peasant ratl I'll make sure you hang!" Draco screamed as | ran 


And | believed him. 
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If any of you had doubted Draco's threat, let me just say this: when he wants something, he gets it. 


So let's continue the story of how | was accused of being a witch. 


* eK 


| hadn't been home long when there was a loud knock on the rickety cottage door. 
A few noblemen guards stood at the door. 
"How may | help you?" Mother asked. 


"Your son has been accused by Lord Malcious's son Draco of violating space, rough man handling, and breaching 


of royalty." 


| swallowed hard and stepped forward. 

"Do you admit to these accusations" 

"|.didn't.." | bit my lip, realizing he was right. 

"Yes. | am guilty." 

Mother gasped, and the guards stepped forward. 

"Eric Caravello, we request you accompany us to the dungeouns." 
| blinked back tears, hugging mother before following the guards. 
They shackled me, and then headed to the dungeons. 

| figured | was getting worse than a public flogging.. 

And | was right. 

They locked me in the dungeon, and | walked to the back, sinking down and sighing. 


A scrawny old man looked up, then sighed as well. 


Falsely accused too, eh?" He croaked, and | looked up. 

"Nein. I'm guilty." 

"What's happened, boy?" 

"Lord Malcious's son Draco provoked me..talked ill of my father and mother..and | hit him.." 
The man went silent. 


After a moment, "These people who call themselves noblemen.put themselves above the rest of us..they 


aren't better. They just think highly of themselves, and excuse the suffering of those lesser than they." 
| nodded, chewing my lip. 
| heard guards in the hall and the old man slowly stood. 


"Well, sonny, this is it. | trust you'll get out a lot sooner than | did.. And without the consequences. Take care, 


boy’ 
| was about to question him when the guards unlocked the door and pulled him out, and after re-bolting it, left 
| then realized what was happening, and my stomach twisted. 

| began to cry, feeling for the poor old man 

It wasnt long before | cried myself to sleep, unaware of the trouble Draco was stirring up. 

* * * 

| was awakened by footsteps in the hall, and | slowly sat up on the straw. 

Two guards stood at the bars, and one spoke. 

"Come with us," he growled, and | slowly walked over, letting them drag me out 

Upon exiting the dungeon, | squinted, the light of day hitting me hard. 


It has been brought to our attention that you might be a witch," a man said from a podium before me. 


"But l'm a man!" | exclaimed, "on what suspicions?" 


"Silence! It has been said witches can change into anything they wish to avoid suspicion. You are using almost 


the exact image of Henry Caravello to conceal your true identity 
"But I'm his son!" | protested. 

"On what proof?" 

"They were too poor to have a birth certificate for me!" 

‘Likely story. You will be tested and examined, and once that is done, we will move from there.’ 

And so | was stripped and tediously examined, poked and prodded until at last there was an exclamation. 
"He has a mark!" 

They all crowded to see. 

It was my birthmark, which was on my inner thigh. 

"That's a birthmark! " 

‘Its a devils teat! Your familiar latches on to suck blood. He is a witch, alright!" 

‘Its not true!" | cried. 

But regardless, | was brought to trial the next day. 

"We have gathered evidence to satisfy our enquiries, and we have decided that you are, in fact, a witch. " 
"What proof?!" | cried, struggling against the chains | was bound with. 


"Mischievous behavior, violence, hatred of those above you, the absence of any holy object in your home, the 


feighned shock upon your face this very moment, even. Your hair, and lastly.. The mark upon your leg." 
| was both appalled and terrified. They had no real evidence! | was NOT a witch! 

| saw Draco grinning in the crowd, and then | knew. 

He'd convinced his father, thus, convinced the whole town. 

"Do you accept these charges?" 


"Nol l'm not a witch!" 


"Then you are sentenced to death by incineration, and may God have mercy upon your soul." 
"He's not a witch!" | heard my mother sob as she tried to run to me. 
Guards held her back. 


"Any who stand for the accused will be considered a particle of they're evil ways, and will also be put to 


death." 
"Nol" | cried. 


"She is just a woman defending her child, pay her no mind, she's confused," a voice said, and | looked to see two 


strange men in the crowd. 

I'd never seen them before. 

The judge nodded. 

*** 

It was dusk when | was strung up on the wooden spokes, and straw was stacked all around me. 
The crowds were gathering, and | accepted my fate. 


This was it. 
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The fire was lit, and | watched in terror as the flames slowly engulfed the straw beneath me, gradually making 


its way towards me. 

| struggled against the chains, crying, pleading, begging for it to just be over. 

And then it was. 

An earsplitting cry filled the night, and the biggest hawk I'd ever seen dove straight at the crowds. 


It spun and launched itself at me, and | screamed, only to realize it had yanked the wooden pole | was chained 


to straight out of the earth and was flying away. 

When | say biggest hawk, | meant huge. 

This thing was at least the size of an elephant, if not more. 

It could have snapped up at least three people in one bite. 

| saw the ground getting smaller beneath me and | cried out in terror. 

Was it going to drop me? Eat me? 

It continued flying, until the whole village was out of sight, and it flew over a forest, finally landing. 
It gently set the pole on the ground, and then circled me slowly. 


| heard the snap of a twig and gasped, looking over to see a very tall man dressed in nobleman drag walking 


towards us. 

The bird sqwauked, looking at me again 

"Who have you brought, Peter?" The man asked in a heavy German accent. 
The bird cawed, and the man nodded. "| see..a male witch, ey? Gut." 

I'm not a witch!" | sobbed, yanking at the chains. 

Both man and bird looked at me, and then the man approached. 


He knelt and began running his hands over my skin, and | couldn't pull away thanks to the chains. 


He stopped when he reached my head, and after brushing my hair off my neck, he nodded 
"Your true mark isn't on your leg" 

He ran his fingers over the chains and they charred, falling off 

| rolled off the pole, staggering backwards. 

'S-stay away from me!" 


"A nice way to treat someone who saved your life," the man said, shaking his head, "perhaps you want to go 


back.?" 

The hawk ruffled its feathers and walked towards me, and | jumped, shaking my head vigorously. 
"N-no, no, | don't!" 

"| thought so. 

The hawk backed up, and then, right before my eyes, slowly melted down into a man 

| stared in horror. 

"Wh.who ARE you?" 

"We are witches, and since you are, too, we felt obligated to rescue you. ' 

| swallowed, "But tm NOT a witch.they SAID | was but Im not! 

"Come, come, now. OF course you are. Your father was" 

"What do you know about my father?" 

The men went silent, and the German one pulled off his cloak, draping it over my shoulders. 
"What a view, ey Till?" The other finally spoke, and he sounded Swedish. 

Till, the German one, chuckled, "JA. It ist gut” 

They motioned for me to follow them, and after a moment | did 


| had nowhere else to go, and they HAD saved me. 


| slowly headed after them, hoping they weren't planning something horrible. 


For now, | had no choice. 
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The men lead me to a covered wagon, almost like those gypsy caravan things. 
At first | was a bit nervous, but eventually | just got in 

Keep in mind | was still in shock 

After the exhausting events of the past few days began setting in, | fell asleep. 
* eK 

Where was |? 

| slowly sat up, and then, after looking around, remembered. 

| have to go back," | said suddenly. 

"Nonsense," Till said from the front where he was driving the horses. 

"But | have to! My mother's back there!" 

"You can never go back there, Eric.” 

"how did you know my name.?" | asked, throat dry suddenly. 

Silence. 

| stumbled towards the front, "How did you know my name?" | demanded. 
"Whoa! " Till yanked on the reins, slowing the horses. 

"Peter," he said, and then continued to speak in Swedish. 

After a moment, Peter slid from the front seat back into the covered part of the wagon, heading towards me. 
He rifled through a few things before tossing something at me. 

| looked at it.it was a dress..? 


"What the.?" 


"Put it on," Peter commanded, 
"Why?!" 

"Just do it, unless you want to get caught!" Till barked, and begrudgingly, | slowly slid it on 
| folded my arms, "Happy?" 

Till stole a glance back at me and a wry smirk formed upon his lips. 

"Very," he chuckled, and | was about to retort when Peter pushed me down 


"Close your eyes," he commanded, and | barely had the chance to before he smeared something over my 


eyelids. 

He continued putting stuff on my face, and | winced. 
Why were they doing this? 

After a moment, Peter was done. 

The carriage continued moving, and then | heard voices. 


My heart sank as | realized it was patrolmen, and they were telling Till to stop. 
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| swallowed hard, staying quiet. 
Till pulled the horses to a stop, and | heard him speaking to the patrolmen. 


"We're just going to inspect your carriage if that's not a problem," they told him, " is there anything 
suspicious before we check?" 


"Just my brother and my wife," Till said, and | folded my arms. 

Wife. Yeah right! 

The cover on the wagon was drawn aside and a patrolman ushered Peter and | out 

He inspected the inside of the wagon before turning to us. 

He stared at me for some time, and | tried not to freak out. 

After a moment, he reached out to lift my chin 

"What a lovely specimen," he remarked, before nodding to Peter and heading back around to the front 
Peter ushered me back into the wagon, and the two patrolmen dispersed, letting us through. 

Once we were moving again | stayed frozen, just waiting for them to call out to us, to realize | wasn't a 
woman 

After a long time, nothing happened, and slowly | calmed down 

"That was a good show," Till chuckled, "you make a very nice woman!" 

Peter and he both laughed, and | shook my head, turning away. 

"If you keep up that attitude | COULD go back and drop you off." 

| bit my lip, "You couldn't. They'd get you for harboring a witch 


"JA, but | could drop you off in the woods and let you wander helplessly by yourself. You're such a convincing 
lady, someone might jump you. " 


Apparently this was funny, because both men began to laugh heartily. 

Har har, real funny. 

| fixed the hem of the stupid dress and stared at the side of the wagon, getting angrier. 

| had to go back and get mother. 

After another hour or so Till steered us into a small clearing, 

The two of them began to set up a fire, and | waited, plotting my escape 

Till called to me to come out but | rudely informed them that | wasn't hungry. 

After what seemed like forever, they let the fire quiet down and came back to cart 

"Ill take the first watch," Till said, and Peter nodded, climbing into the wagon, "Alright. I'l be here” 
It didnt take long for him to begin snoring slightly, and | crept to the sheet over the wagon, peeking out. 
Till was slowly walking around the wagon, staring out into the night. 

| waited till he passed before slowly slipping out 

| peeked around the side of the wagon, seeing him disappear around the front. 


| began to run straight towards the woods, barely being able to see. 


"Du da drüben! Komm hierher zurtickl!" | heard Till shout, and | ran faster. 
| reached the woods and didn't look back. 


I'm coming for you, mother! 
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| knew he was hot on my trail, but | ran anyway. 

My lungs began to burn, and my legs began to stiffen, but | couldn't stop. 

| stumbled a bit, adrenaline pounding in my veins, and then he caught up. 

He had a hell of a jump, being able to land straight on me and knock me down the way he did 


"No! Get of fl" | cried, twisting and struggling against his hold 


Till got up, dragging me along, and then spun me, painfully squeezing my arms. 

"You CAN'T go off by yourself or you'll get KILLED!" He barked, but | wouldn't listen 
"| HAVE tol" | cried, yanking at his hold, "I have to." 

"Nol You can't and | won't let you!" 


"You don't understand!" | sobbed, becoming too weak to fight. "| have to save my mother! She's still back 
there!" 


Till shook me. "Eric! Stop this! You know as well as | do that she's probably gone! You KNOW IT! 
| shook my head, sobbing harder. "NO! She's NOT! 

But deep down, | had felt it. A deep ache, and somehow | knew. Mother was gore... Forever. 

| collapsed to my knees, and Till followed, still holding my arms. 

He released me and | fell against him, heart aching. 

| cried so hard, and it hurt so much: 

With one graceful movement, Till had swooped me up and was heading back to the wagon 


Peter had woken up upon Till's cry earlier, and was watching with raised eyebrows. 


"What.." 


Before Till could reply, | did. 
Well, sort of. 


"Th-they killed her," | sobbed, and whatever else | tried to say came out a choke and a wail, and | began to cry 
against Tills chest. 


Till briefly explained, and by then | had cried myself into depression. 
Small sniffles left me, and Till slowly pet my hair. 


| felt Peter awkwardly pat my shoulder, and | took a deep breath, pushing away from Till and stumbling over to 


a corner of the wagon, falling to my knees and curling in on myself. 

| eventually fell asleep from utter exhaustion 

eX 

His hands were all over me, in a reassuring way but also in a sensual way, and it sent shivers down my spine. 
His calloused hand slowly slid down my abdomen, making it's way to.. 

| sat up, looking around. 

Till had his back to me, sleeping soundly. 

| blinked and sat up in the darkness, looking down at him again. 

| swallowed hard, the vivid dream still in my head. 

| barely knew these men, and | didn't like them at all, which was why that dream was so weird.. 
| slowly got up and slipped out, wincing as my bare feet hit the cold, dewey grass. 

| saw Peter standing with his back against the wagon, and | walked over to him. 

He glanced over and saw me, his expression changing to one of sorrow. 

"What is Till not telling me about my father?" | asked bluntly. 

Peter remained silent. 


" Please, | have to know.." 


"He was our brother, and a part of the coven. " 
"Your..brother?" | blinked. 


"Not physically, but we thought of him as such. We couldn't make it back to save him from being executed. 
We swore to protect you, though you were just a child. 


We almost didn't make it in time for you, either.. But we did” 

| blinked back tears, trying to process all this. 

"You..you did save me..and I'm..very grateful," | whispered, "much more greatful than I've made it out to be." 
Peter nodded, 

"You should get back in there. Till is rousing at your absence. " 

| nodded, hurrying back in. 

As Peter said, Till was grunting in his sleep, now facing where | had lain. 

| slowly layed back down, rolling to face the other way. 

Tillis arm slowly snaked around my waist, and | stiffened, biting my lip. 


"Alles wird gut," he murmured, and | relaxed, closing my eyes, and once again let sleep take away my thoughts. 
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| opened my eyes, squinting against the light bleeding through the wagon cover. 
We were moving again, and | was alone in the back. 
| sat up, groaning and rubbing my head. 


The events of last night slowly came back, and | swallowed hard. 


Trying to forget it, | crawled to the front, peering out into the daylight. 
Till glanced over his shoulder, seeing me and smiling. 


| was still in the dress, which | didn't mind as much, surprisingly. 


* * 
We traveled for days, only getting pulled over twice more. 


| was beginning to warm up to the men who had rescued me, and, gradually, they told me more about my 


father. 


| couldn't be for sure but when Till looked at me | swear | saw something there..what was it? Lust? Hunger? 
Contempt? 


| found myself mesmerized by his eyes. 

However, things got alot more serious, and | was honestly fearing for my life.. With the very people who had 
saved it! 

It was getting dark when Till led the horses into a small town. 

The streets were cobblestone, and there weren't many street lamps. 

"| will be right back, Till said, then muttered something to Peter. 

He left, and | bit my lip. 

Peter left a moment later, and | started to go after him before hesitating. 
| crouched low in a corner of the wagon, worried and scared. 

They left me! 

Were they even returning? 

Was | going to get attacked? 


It seemed like hours before they returned, and when they did i could have sworn they had blood on them. 


Till apologized for leaving so abruptly and then we were off. 

* * * 

The woods surrounded us, and the fire cast haunting shadows on the ground. 
The moon was high in the sky, and not a cricket chirped, 

The meat that Till was burning looked odd, like nothing I'd seen before. 

It had a weird shape, and smelled.different. 

"What is that?" | asked, and | swear Till glowered at me. 

| backed off, a bit shaken. 

Whilst they were busy | wandered back to the wagon, and noticed a weird bundle in the front seat: 
| looked closer, and saw blood on it. 

My eyes widened, and | started to pull the cloth away. 

Till called out to me, and | jumped. 

He asked me to bring him ‘the cloth in the seat. 

| picked it up, finding it heavy, and took it to him. 

It was as he was reaching for it that | lost my grip, and something slipped out. 


| was about to push it back in and apologize when | looked closer at the object hanging from the lump in my 


arms. 


It was a human arm. 


8 


The horror | felt was so strong | nearly pissed myself 

| let the lump fall from my arms, looking down to see the front of the dress stained with blood 
| looked back at Till, scarcely breathing 

Peter was beside him now, and they slowly came towards me. 

| backed up and then just began to run 

| was so scared | could barely move, and it was hard to make my legs work right: 
Tears of frustration filled my eyes and | pushed on 

| heard them behind me, and | cried out in utter terror. 

| heard a cry, and knew what it was. 

"No no no no no," | sobbed, knowing it was too late. 

The huge hawk landed in front of me, and | slipped, falling. 

| scrambled up and began backing away. 

Peter's black hawk eyes bored a hole into me as he towered over me. 

"D-dont." | begged, shaking my head. 

A moment later, Tills arm came down around my neck, and | screamed. 

"Please don't! km sorry, Im sorry | wont tell anyone j-just please don't! 

Till pressed a hand over my mouth, and | whined, clutching his arm. 

Peter shifted back into a human, and he walked over to us. 

"He was bound to find out, Till he said, shaking his head 


"More than likely. he's clever." 


"What are we going to do with him?" Peter questioned. 
"| haven't decided," Till growled, tightening his hold. 
"He could snitch." 


Till chuckled darkly, "No, he won't. He would draw too much attention to himself. Plus, not many people listen to 


women..." 

He shook me slightly, "Isn't that right? You'll be a good boy and keep quiet? Hmmm?" 
He forced me to look at him, smiling, and | choked. 

"Why are you crying? Come now. " 

Till tapped his finger over my lips, “Tut, tut, tut. " 

He was acting like a psychopath. 

"You- you KILL people," | choked, -a-and you EAT them..2!" 

They both laughed. 


‘Only the bad ones, my dear. Not the good people. Good thing there arent that many!" Till laughed again, resting 
his cheek on my head. 


He dragged me back to the fire, and | looked away, not wanting to see the human he was cooking. 
"Its not that bad, you know. It tastes like chicken" 

They erupted into laughter and | just cried harder. 

Peter walked to the fire, taking a knife and slicing a piece off the cooking body. 

He speared it with the knife tip, walking back to us. 

Till chuckled again, sliding his hand onto my jaw and holding my chin up. 

"Come on, sweet boy..try it. " 

My eyes widened in horror as Peter brought the knife close to my mouth. 


They were going to make me eat human meat. No. No no no. 


| twisted and struggled in Till's grip, shaking my head. 

"Don't fight little one..its not that bad. Don't you want to try something new? Humor me, my sweet. Open up.. 
| clamped my mouth shut, shaking my head more vigorously. 

"No..please, no..Stop!" 

| yanked my head away, craning my neck and trying to avoid his hand. 

"Don't make this difficult, Eric..we're just helping you experience new things. " Till purred, reaching for my face. 
| shook my head again, straining to get away. 

"Please don't make me do this!" | sobbed, "please don't!" 

"Shhhh, everything is fine. Its not that hard, little pet.just open up." 

Till caught hold of my chin, pulling my head back and using both hands to pry my mouth open. 

With no arm holding me still, | tried to duck away. 

Till forced me to the ground, straddling my shoulders and yanking my head back against his crotch. 

| couldn't believe this.he was getting off on this! 


He held my mouth open with one hand, and Peter knelt, pulling my lower jaw down and sliding the knife in my 
mouth. 


Till closed my mouth, and Peter slid the knife out 

| wanted to retch, the meat in my mouth still hot and sticky. 

Tears rolled down my face, and Till patted my cheek 

"Good boy.just chew it up." 

| refused 

Till opened my mouth again, and then began to force the meat down my throat with two fingers. 


| gagged, having no choice but to swallow. 


Till hummed in approval, petting my hair. 
"What a good boy. I'm so proud of you. " 


| continued to cry. 


"Perhaps he'd prefer a different meat,” Peter srickered, and Till laughed, "Good idea." 
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| knew what was going to happen, | just wished that it wouldn't. 
| vainly tried to escape, but failed due to Tils weight upon me. 


Peter began unlacing his pants, and | whimpered, still sick from the thought of what they'd made me do 
already. 


"| want you to be a good boy, okay? If you do what we say, | will reward you, | promise. Now be a good boy." 
Peter was.bigger than | thought, and | shook my head. 

He scooted a bit closer and forced my up onto my elbows. 

"No no no no no," | choked, "please dont." 

'Shhhhh," Till rubbed my cheek 

Peter pushed against my mouth, and | tried to keep my lips tightly together. 


Till made a disappointed sound, "| thought you would behave for me.are you sure you won't behave for daddy? 


If not | guess I'l have to cut your mouth open for Peter.dontt you want to thank us for saving you? Hmm?" 
| squeezed my eyes shut, shaking my head 

| was afraid if | opened my mouth Peter would fuck it 

"Speak up," Till purred 

| opened my mouth just a little 

"Please don't do this to me," | sobbed through clenched teeth 


"Oh, my little sweet.there's nothing to fear..don't be afraid. Just open up for Peter.. He won't be rough. | don't 
want to be rough either..please do as | ask Don't you want to be a good little boy? | don't want to get mad at 


you... 


| hated his words, | hated it all but his gentle yet firm voice compelled me, and | knew | had no options. 


| nodded slowly, giving in. 


What was the use of fighting? 

At least | wasn't being burned at the stake. 

| slowly opened my mouth, trembling. 

Peter slid in, having trouble because my mouth wasn't open all the way. 
Till slid his thumb into the side of my mouth. 

"Open up, little sweet" 

| opened my mouth further, and Peter pushed in a bit more. 

He groaned, petting my hair as he rocked his hips. 

It didn't hurt, and gradually | calmed down a bit. 


Peter continued, and Till murmured praise in my ear. 


After a few moments, Peter pulled out, growling. 

His seed shot onto my face, and | winced. 

Till slid off of me and spun me around, pushing me down onto Peter's lap. 

Peter hooked his arms under my knees, spreading my legs and | cried out, not used to being so exposed. 
Till slowly pulled up the skirt of the dress enough to slide his head under, and | shuddered. 

He began kissing up my thighs, and | gasped, squirming in Peter's grip. 

He chuckled, spreading my legs wider. 

Till sat up, yanking the skirt up and bunching it at my waist. 

| hated this all so much, yet | couldn't help becoming aroused..no one had ever touched me in such a way. 
| shook my head, squirming, "N-no, this is-this is wrong..s-stop.." 


Till looked up at me, those deep green eyes boring straight into my soul and quickly shutting me up. 


His rough hands ghosted over my legs, his touch a heated whisper that sent unwanted shivers down my spine 
and hot sparks to all the places | didnt know could feel such a way. 


He leaned forwards, running his nose along my shaft, and | gasped, feeling it jeek slightly. 

"Stop..l.. | don't. don't.want this." | gasped out, making a half assed attempt to get away. 

Till growled, the sound a deep rumble in his chest, and then he grasped hold of me tightly, squeezing. 
"Do you want me to stop?" He hissed. 

| sputtered for a moment before shaking my head. 

Till nodded, "Gut. " 

He continued petting my erection, grinning darkly. 

"He's much bigger than | expected .." 

Peter agreed, leaning in and kissing my neck. 

"Wunderbar," Till murmured, and | couldn't help but get harder over the sight of him admiring me. 
"Look at that, he's wet so soon." 

Till tapped his finger on the tip, making me jump slightly. 

He leaned down and stuck out his tongue, preparing to- 

He pulled away and stood up, motioning for Peter to let go. 

| didn't know why they were backing off, but it both frustrated me and worried me. 


It would be a while before anything else happened. 
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When | said "long time," | meant that | didnt let them touch me. 

| was still disgusted and scared over their violent, cannibalistic activity, and they knew it. 

| almost stopped eating altogether, until it became too much. 

| was worried that | would be too weak to fight them if need be, and if | got weak.they might eat me, too. 
| made my escape when they were out hunting out prey. 

It was dark, and not many people were out. 

| ran along the dimly lit street, looking behind me before slamming into someone. 

| fell onto the ground, looking wide eyed at who I'd hit. 

It was a tall, dark haired man with even darker eyes stared down at me. 

He wore a red velvet blazer, and a white silk scarf was tucked into his overcoat. 

He wore heeled boots that came up to his knees, and black gloves adorned his hands. 

He tapped his walking stick upon the cobblestone obviously irritated. 

‘I'm s-sorry, l'm so sorry," | stammered, scrambling up and looking behind me. 

The man caught my wrist, pulling me close. 

"Now what's a pretty little flower like you doing out so late?" 

| stared, wide eyed at him, not knowing what to say. 

"Please, let go l-l'm.l have to get home," | lied breathlessly. 

"Tch tch tch, you don't have to run off so quickly.l'm in need of a little..company. " 

"You don't understand | HAVE to-" he cut me off by pushing me against the wall of a building. 


"How much do you charge?" 


"Wh-what?" | gasped out. 

"Oh come now, | know you're a playtoy. Now do as | say and you'll be paid richly" 
| shook my head, "I'm not a-a skank! 

"Any woman out this late is. Hash now" 

He slid his hand down my neck, furrowing his brow when he touched my chest. 
"| didn't expect you to be so.flat. Oh well’ 

He continued downwards, and | panicked 

‘Look, you don't understand! You-you cant" 


He looked up at me, growled slightly, and then swept me up, walking briskly to an empty carriage and climbing 
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He dropped me onto the backseats and crawled over top me, grinning. 

| had to stop him. wasn't a woman! What if he found out?? 

| twisted and squirmed, but | couldn't move a lot in the small backseat, and he WAS pinning me with his weight. 
It was too late to escape. 

He slid his hand under my dress, all the way up my thigh and onto- 

He paused, feeling me for a moment, and then looking up at me curiously. 

"Its not what you think," | choked, "It-it- its not!" 

He suddenly smiled, raising his eyebrows. 

He rubbed his palm over me slowly. 

"Well. you're a ladyboy, eh?" 

"JA. MY ladyboy," a voice growled from outside the carriage, and the man looked over his shoulder. 


A moment later he was dragged off of me and pushed to the ground. 


Till stood there, growling. 

| gasped, not knowing whether to run or go to him. 

"Richard Kruspe! Back off you filthy cur!" He barked, and the man laughed, standing up. 
| wasn't going to suck his blood..yet:" 

"He's a witch! You know different species altering one another is forbidden!" 
Richard shrugged. 

| backed up into the corner of the carriage, fumbling for the handle on the door. 
Till turned to me, leaning in and grasping hold of my ankles. 

He dragged me out, and | gasped in pain as he tugged my hair. 

"He's Eric Caravello, isn't he? " Richard asked, and Till glowered. 

"Relax, big guy.. | won't tell," the vampire continued, walking in a circle. 

"As long as | get him for a night.” 

"Not happening," Pete said from behind us. 


Richard sighed, "Well then.! shall get my guards..and they will arrest you all, and once you're all strewn up on 
pegs, I'll fuck him in front of you before you burn. " 


| swallowed, horrified. 

Till didnt back down. 

Richard opened his mouth to call out, and | pulled away from Till, running to the vampire and grasping his coat. 
"Don't! Please don't... I'll do what you want.just please..please don't say anything." 

Richard looked at me for a moment, grinning. 

"Good boy." He shot an evil look at Till, sliding an arm around my shoulders. 


"You can either join us or leave. Your choice," he called over his shoulder. 


